wherein we find: 



Act I» zine ii; 

Another Dig—Fiction 

Dodging the Questions—Interveiw 

with Isaac Asimov 
Ducking the Issue 
Recounting the Con 

Patrick McGoohan and the Visual Pun 
Support Your Local PBS Station 
A Boy and His Dog? 

Secret Agent: The Galloping Major 
The Return of the Thin White Duke 
Questions for Study: Arrival 
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LIKE IT OR NOT. . .or. . . PUTTING UP WITH THE DUKE 




cohorts. 


Patrick, a banish’d Duke, in the guise of a t*inker. 

Betsy, a lady in painting. ) 

Diana, a jester. ) 

Karen, a gentlewoman of Baltimore, in league with Diana and Betsy 
Jane, a lady of Sussex, taking part with the colonists. 

David, a scribe of the banish’d Duke's court 
and 

Isaac, an alchemist. 



’’Stupid little bicycles" 
McGoohan-OECA Interview 



Diana Folch-Pi Betsy Hatcher 


BRING BACK SECRET AGENT! 

Picture, if you will, a dank, dark 
closet at ITC. Deep in the recess¬ 
es, way in the back, at the bottom, 
on the left-hand side, are half-a- 

hundred canisters of film. Upon _ 4 

these forgotten strips of neglected celluloid are the images °f a 
banish’d Duke in one of the finest TV series ever made: Secret Age: 

Are we going to allow these magic moments to moulder? 

We've whet your appetite with synopses and teased you with quotes, 
but have we motivated you to take up the pen and WRITE? Let’s get 
McGoohan out of exile and back on the small silver screen 
are those who believe that directing mail to CBS will do 
(as they have picked up his work before) but ask them to 
UNCUT-!! 


There 
the most 
show it 



our wild Irish printer and his quiet Italian 
partner of the One-Two-Three Printing Center, 125 5th Ave., NYC. 
With acknowledgement to the work of George Bain in his book 
"Celtic Art: Methods of Construction" and to unknown pictish art 

JUUh 
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quarterly. Presently based at 824 West l?6th Street, New York, 
NY 10033 USA. All original material copyright 1980 by 
Diana Folch-Pi and Florence Hatcher. Reprinted materials 
property of the original holders. We recognize the rights 
of ITC Entertainment,, who are the sole copyright holders 
of "The Prisoner". The Green Dome accepts no responsibility 
for unsolicited manuscripts, editorial matter, photos, art 
or other materials. If submittals are accompanied with 
appropriate SASE they will be seriously considered and if 
necessary, returned. Any opinions herein are not necessarily 
those of the editors. 

SUBSCRIPTIONS: $2.00 for one (1) issue. $?.00 for four (4) 
issues i.e. one (1) year. Two year subs, not available. 

Prices subject to change. Overseas subscriptions are 
graciously welcome. Make all checks payable to Florence Hatcher 
in US funds 


Arrival ARR. 

The Chimes of Big Ben CBB. 

A, B, St C ABC . 

Free for All FFA. 

Schizoid Man SM. 

The General TG. 

Many Happy Returns MHR. 

Dance of the Dead DD. 

Do Not Forsake Me, 

Oh, My Darling DNFM. 

It’s Your Funeral IYF. 

Checkmate CHM. 

Living in Harmony LH. 

A Change of Mind COM. 

Hammer into Anvil HIA. 

The Girl Who Was Death TCWD. 
Once Upon a Time . OUT. 

Fall Out F 0 * 
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FREE FOR ALL 


The Green Dome is great, wonderful, magnificent, superb, 
excellent!!!! It really is the best 'zine! It c s really 
professional and well-written. Your sense of humour and approach 
to the show come though clearly.Questions for Study was really 
funny. Definitely deep stuff. I bet the intellectuals will 
really love that. Your artwork was great, especially the one 
of Leo McKern on the front'. 

The Green Dome was better than I expected, and I expected 
the best . Keep up the good work... 

I like Asimov's view of The Prisoner a lot better than I 
like Starlog's. (Hitch Your Wagon to a Rock. Ed.) Jjyftift 

Katherine Cohen 
Upper Nyack, NY 

We were all thrilled with The Green Dome. The artwork is 
superb, but what was a revelation is how good a writer you are. 

( I am?? BH) Your Green Dome is a totally smooth, professional 
job and, at the same time, your personality and humor sparkle 
through...(Diana's) article is such an original thought, not to 
take for granted that No. 6 was a spy. Your guidelines for fan 
fiction were marvelous; they were interesting reading in them¬ 
selves and so clearly defined your feelings (and ours, too) on 
the show. A main aspect of this shows through the whole issue: 
"Let's not take the show or ourselves too seriously!" 

The Questions for Study are hilarious! 

I hope at least one of us in the family can produce a good 
letter of comment for a future issue. (Gee, we sure like these 
two. Ed.) Do you have a deadline? (A what? Ed.) AJSyt 

Nancy Cohen 
Upper Nyack, NY 

A special response to You 1 re in The Village, Issue 1.: 

My favorite part of being in The Village was not the ice 
cream cone. I enjoyed letting my family be in The Village; getting 
them there because they wanted it so much...It was really nice 
just being there, in this place that was so much a part of the 
fabric of the house for such a long period of time. But, the 
ice cream cone came close! JJWfWfe 

Jerry Cohen 
Upper Nyack, NY 

The answer to your Puntest on TGWD is that the No. 2 and 
his assistant in that episode looked exactly like Napoleon and 
the girl called Death in the story told by No. 6. Nope. Ed.) 

I would like to tell you that I enjoyed your magazine 
immensely. The best part of it was the Questions for Study on 
the Opening Sequence. I plan to get a subscription soon, but 
I have just returned from a Star Trek Convention (where I got 
the magazine) and I'm out of spending money. 

Keep up the high quality of your magazine. 

Timothy Flaherty 
Port Washington, NY 
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I want to really CONGRATULATE you and Diana on The Green 
Dome, which is a first class magazine, and really marvelous as 
a number 1 issue. The content and standard of material is very 
high and I hope it was a lot of fun producing it. I enjoyed it 
very, very much. I know it means a immense amount of work to 
prepare a 'zine of that length, and when you start off, you have 
to set all the standards. One of the most pleasing things about 
Prisoner journals is that each one is so entirely different to 
the next... 

I'm so pleased you are doing the Secret Agent synopses. I 
could never remember too clearly all of the stories, so this is 
very nice. ( Mmmm, Betsy has the same problem...the very next 
day! DF) 

I enclose a bit of fiction for The Green Dome. ( We love 
it. Ed •) 

David Lawrence 
Brighton, ENGLAND 
Co-Editor OUAT 

The Green Dome is terrific! It's the best 'zine on The 
Prisoner I've ever gotten!. ..I liked the article on the people 
who went to Portmeirion. Incidentally, if you write to them, 
they'll send you a booklet. Here's the address: 

The Hotel Portmeirion 
Penrhyndeudraeth 
Gwynedd LL48 6ER 

I really enjoyed your Prisoner Guidelines. I roared at the 
part about No. 6 clicking his heels together and saying "there’s 
no place like home." 

I loved the cartoon on page H.JJWJWSs 

Glenn Magee 
Virginia Beach, VA 
Editor The Tally-Ho 

The thing (Green Dome) is really fantastic. What a great 
job; and the first issue, too. It represents a lot of work and 
effort and "belief" in what one's doing. Bravo! 

Jeanne Moyer 
Reading, PA 

(Jeanne, who has contacts EVERYWHERE, managed to get OUAT, 

TPNL and TGD mentioned on KQED, San Francisco. We appreciate all 
of her invaluable help. Where would we be without Jeanne Moyer? Ed.) 

The Green Dome arrived this morning. Honestly, I really liked 
it very much indeed. You’ve got a delightful style and mixture 
of articles, serious and comic. It's really a jolly, intriguing 
magazine..„ 

Yes, I've seen Elephant Gun in Britain, except that it was 
called originally Nor the Moon by Night, released in Britain on 
August 23» 1958, and I think in the States in 1959- It wasn't 
a B-movie in Britain by the way, but a main feature. It's still 
occasionally on TV (which is where I saw it, I hasten to add.) 
(Perhaps we have a semantic confusion. In the States, a B-movie 
is simply an inexpensively produced film, usually in black-and- 
white, with few or no big names. DF) 
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Your outlook is what I think we should he about. I mean 
no one has any God-given, or even McGoohan-given, right to The 
Prisoner, or to say that his or her views are the only ones. 

I really like the freedom of The Green Dome. There*s no one 
definitive Prisoner interpretation, and it would be a strange 
irony if there were because it’s just that attitude that the 
series shows up in all its evil. We’ve got to enjoy it, haven't 
we? What else is there and magazines like The Green Dome, and 
I hope ours (Once Upon a Time. Ed.) are there for furthur enjoy¬ 
ment, aren’t they? This is the great thing. 

I must tell you how I chuckled at the Study Sequence. My 
goodness, I must get back to my homework or how will I ever become 
the next Prisoner Mastermind ?jljljl 

Jane Nicoll 

Hove, ENGLAND 

Co-Editor OUAT 

I was interested very much in the quotations, and would 
ask you to print many, many more. (Always. Ed.) The dialogue 
in The Prisoner added to the characters and the meanings... 

Have more Prisoner Questions but next time, print the 
answers. (#7 had no correct answer to my knowledge, or was it 
"D", none of the above?) (The Man Behind the Desk is George 

Markstein. Ed.) 

Have in detail articles on each individual episode, and the 
names of the writers and casts. (See Starlog #11. Ed.) 

In final view of this issue, I see the spirit of the program 
reflected in the magazine (your 'sense of humor* is excellent.) 

I have finally seen the entire series on PBS, but it looks like 
they will not show it again for another few.(long) years. So, 
your magazine will keep me in touch with this great series. (See 
Support Your Local PBS Station. We've got to keep The Prisoner 

alive* Ed.) 

Thank you for giving me so many enjoyable moments. 

Dan Swartzinski 

Vassar, MI 


Liked Green Rover 

Davey Taeusch 
Midland, MI 
Editor TPNL 

Just a short note to let you know how much I enjoyed the 
first issue of The Green Dome. I can hardly wait for the second 
edition'.’... .By the way, your Puntest has me stumped. I've seen 
TGWD four times and I can't figure out this visual pun*. (Fear not* 
NOBODY has figured it out to date*. BH) J b afi i Jfi 

Anna Traverso 
Burlingame, CA 


2) Are you going to run? 

6) Like blazes, the first chance I get. 

FFA 
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2) What's that No. 6 doing? 
He's always walking. 
Irritating man... 

6) Be seeing you. 

2) No'. I'll be seeing you'. 


'Scanners' a 

The mammoth sculp¬ 
ture of a head is the 
symbol that looms 
over Scanners, a 
futuristic vision of the 
bizarre headgames 
psychics play. Coming 
next fall, the Canadi¬ 
an-made i ilm features 
Jennifer O'Neill and 
Patrick ("The 
Prisoner"} McGoohan 
doing battle with 
"scanners"—people 
w hose unchanneled 
extrasensory powers 
are turned into weap¬ 
ons of destruction. 
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s 

Oh, dear. McGoohan really should 
be under surveillance; there's no 
telling what he may unleash upon an 
unsuspecting public! Well, now he's 
got a big head. 

(I never intended a connection 
between "Scanners" and "Scanners 
Live in Vain" .) BH 



Colin Gordon's #2 - ABC 

8.0 The Hurd Way 

PATRICK McGOOHAN 

LEE VAN CLEEF 

with Edna O'Brien 

Donat McCann Joe Lynch 


Connor is a rare breed: a mercenary 
contract assassin who has survived into 
his middle 40s. Now, weary of killing, 
he returns to his native Ireland seeking 
retirement. 

But fate decrees that Connor** former 
employer, McNeal, is also in Ireland, 
and has an “urgent job” which he con¬ 
siders Connor the only man capable of 
handling. 

When Connor turns his back on the 
contract, a vengeful McNeal aims to 
, make his retirement permanent . .. 


Connor 

McNeal 

Kathleen 

Ryan 

Devane 

Duval 

Casey 

Arms dealer 

Broussard 

Rosie 

French hit-man 

Priest 

Boss 


Patrick McGoohan 
Lee Van Cleef 
Edna O’Brien 
Dona! McCann 
Joe Lynch 
Kevin Flood 
Derek Lord 
Tom (or dan 
Michael Muldoon 
Jill Henderson 
Peter Brayham 
Abi Odumosu 
Paul Emmett 


WRITERS RICHARD F. TOMBLESON, XBVIN 
GROGAN: EXECUTIVE PRODUCER JOHN 
BOORMAN: PRODUCER/DIRECTOR 
MICHAEL DRYHURST 


"The Hard Way" was shown on British TV 
February 20, 1980. 

...I did enjoy it, even though McGoohan 
was even more laconic than usual; but it 
was a good suitable role for him...He 
brought a lot of resonance and past 
associations to the character, although 
the gunman was not a man of imagination; 
having McGoohan cast in the role gave it 
strength. Really it was an updated Western 
script: the aging gunman who wants to 

forget his past but the past keeps catching 
up with him; even the staging was similar, 
and of course it was impossible not to 
associate Lee Van Cleef with that kind of 
thing. But the Irish setting was very 
realistic; McGoohan smoked a lot, drank 
whiskey (but never ate anything) and 
looked brooding. It was no masterpiece, 
of course, but it was worthwhile and it 
was so good to see him again.--Jane Nicoll 
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DUCKING THE ISSUE 
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or...What's Sauce 


• * 


i 






This writer has already established that she does not 
relieve that the Prisoner and John Drake were meant to be the 
same character. Now, many of you may argue that Patrick McGoohan, 
who (as the drama critics say) "created” both roles, instilled 
in both men such similar values and attitudes that they must be 
one and the same. Many cite such attributes as: rugged individ¬ 
uality, unblemished candor, vigilant self-preservation, and even 
a nostalgic gallantry. Of course, others may describe these 
same traits as: dogged conceit, brusque tactlessness, pervasive 
paranoia, and antique chivalry. 

But enough of this badinage, let us get down to cases. Here 
we have two roles with at least as many disparities as similari¬ 
ties. I shall take each in chronological order. 

Consider the comfy environment of Secret Agent. John Drake, 
ah, the crispness of that British name, so simple and yet so com¬ 
plete. The very name inspires an image of cool efficiency and 
incisive intelligence. Here we have the consummate professional; 

he maintains a low profile, inhabits a simple (but tasteful) flat, 
and drives a car which is the British equivalent of the VW Beetle 

(a Morris Mini-Cooper, I believe'. Yet he is thoroughly familiar 
with all the traditional accoutrements 
(dare I say "stereotypical gadgetry?") 
of spydom: infrared Minoxes, drills 
disguised as electric razors, elec¬ 
tronic listening devices. Drake uses 
all these gizmos without any particular 
distaste with the possible exception 
of "bugs"); they are simply tools. 

Consider now the hostile environ¬ 
ment of the Prisoner. The entire pre¬ 
mise of the series is antagonistic and 
manipulative. . Surveillance, computers, 
even digits pervade this alternate 
setting. The Prisoner, snatched from 
his posh London flat, is trapped in surroundings which are unfami¬ 
liar but saturated with the trappings of his previous employment. 
While the parts are unchanged, the sum is not equal to that of 
the original formula; he feels surrounded by weapons, not tools. 

The Prisoner resents electronic intrusion; technological advance¬ 
ment overwhelms him and destroys a society he might otherwise 
find desirable. He is at odds with the very things that make 
his career possible. Here is his inherent contradiction. This 
man has hand-built a Lotus ?; some may say this is a rejection 
of assembly-line mediocrity. I regard it as a manifestation of 
his dilemma. He resents only the inconvenient aspects of tech¬ 
nology. He gave up a good deal of time and labor to make his own 
tribute to technology - a high-performance automobile. 

Is a Lotus 7 really less obtrusive than ambivalence? DPP 



Famous misquotes: 

He's no ordinary man; he's the Executive Producer. He'll have 
to be handled quite differently. 



RECOUNTING THE CON 

The Star Trek WorldExpo—February 16-18,1980--The Statler Hilton 

Of the many STCons held here, this past adventure was a 
definite low point. Approximately 7500 to 10,000 fen have been 
reported to attend and yet a meager 3000 (tops'.; came to this one. 
Despite the empty halls, the low spirits, the whispers that 
dubbed this one "Non-Con", this was a con for Prisoner addicts. 

For the first time in Statler Con history The Prisoner was shown. 
Some one had the good sense and presence of mind to set up 
two video rooms and we were treated to ARR, ABC, OUT and F0. 

Diana has seen The Prisoner many times but I haven’t and let’s 
face it: I NEEDED A FIX'. We buttonholed many Prisoner fen about 
TGD, 0UAT and TPNL. Prisoner T-Shirts, buttons, badges and stills 
were being sold like the proverbial hotcake. Katie Cohen and 
family were there. Diana interviewed the Good Dr. Asimov. There 
were plenty of representatives from many other fandoms. Most 
prevalent were the Dr. Who fen along with Space 1999» Galactica, 
Starsky and Hutch, Star Wars fen. These events are more like 
a MeltingPotCon. (There were even some Trekkers’.) As for the 
FUTURE.... 


Karen and I plan to terrorize Baltimore come this Memorial 
Day weekend. Aside from splashing kelly green paint o’er the town, 
we’ll be running "The Prisoner Room" at the Starbase Baltimore 
STCon. We’ll be showing videotapes of The Prisoner and perhaps 
of Secret Agent and Rafferty. A lot of people will be seeing The 
Prisoner for the first time; the local PBS station has failed 
to pick it up because they claim that they are unsure of its 
educational potential. (I figure that’s a nice way of saying that 
they don’t have the money.) At any rate we hope to create a fervor 
for it. Before March 31,1980, $15.00. Until May 10 and at the 
door $20.00. Check to STARBASE BALTIMORE, P.0. Box 426, Randallstown, 
MD, 21133* or SASE for details. This room is the first of its 
kind in the US.JJfc 

The notorious David Lawrence and his missiontaccomplice 
Nick Lockett are planning a visit to the colonies come this June. 

It is hoped that they will be able to visit us here in The Big 
Apple. Sussex Group, WELCOME’.^ 


On Labor Day weekend, Diana and I hop The Silver Slush, 
Amtrak train) to Diana’s native Boston for The World Science 
Convention. Hope to see you there'. NorEasCon I I, Bo x 46, 

MIT P0, Boston, MA 02139-Jji BH 


(the 

Fiction 
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ANOTHER DKj 


The morning was grey and overcast. It could quite easily 
turn tc drizzle at any time. No. 6 walked across the green and 
into The Village stores. 

’’Have you a spade" asked No. 6. 

"Yes, and we also have hearts and clubs, but no diamonds." 
"And you’re the joker,are you?" 

"A spade you said." The man shrank a little and then dis¬ 
appeared into the back of the store leaving No.6 to cast his eyes 
around the array of articles in the shop. 

The man reappeared after a minute or two and swung a large 
spade onto the counter. 

"Will this do you?" 

"How much?" 

"145 Work Units. And cheap at the price." 

”I r Jl take it." said No. 6 and allowed his card to be punched 

out. 


As No. 6 left the store the shopkeeper darted to the back of 
'the shop and lifted the phone. 

"No. 6 has just bought a spade." 

"What did he say he wanted it for?" 

"He said he wanted to bury someone." 

A spluttering noise came back out of the phone. 

No. 6 walked slowly back across the 
green carrying the spade across one shoulder. 

Half way across he stopped. He appeared to 
line up a bearing and dropped the spade. 

He walked away from it a few paces and 
appeared again to be lining up with a cross 
bearing. After some moments he appeared 
to be satisified with an exact position, 
and No. 6 thrust the spade into the turf. 

After three further stabs about a foot 
apart he placed the spade underneath and 
raised a section of green turf. 

Every camera in Control that could 
reach the green was trained on this unusual 
activity. The Supervisor was scanning the 
lines of monitors, with the phone to his ear 

"But he's digging up the green." said 
The Supervisor. 

"Let him carry on, but keep the cameras 

"Very good." 



on him." ordered No. 2. 


Within half an hour a hole about three feet square and 
nearly the same in depth had appeared and No. 6 was fast dis¬ 
appearing. At regular intervals shovel loads of earth were thrown 
up, adding to the sizable pile of dirt at the side of the hole. 

When the depth of the hole brought the ground level with No. 6's 
chest, the.digging stopped, and No. 6 bent forward, and was all but 
invisible in the hole. He stayed like this for more than a minute, 
but by the movement of the part of his body that could be seen, he 
was doing something down at the foot of the hole. 

•i 


ix 





And then suddenly he straightened up and climbed out of the 
hole. Taking up the spade again he rapidly shovelled all the 
dirt back into the hole and patted down the pieces of turf on top. 
This done he strode quickly off the green and back to his 
apartment. * „ . \ 

’’You had it on the screens; all I want to know is, did he 

put something in, or take something out?" 

"I didn't see it, No. 2. Nobody could see into the bottom 

of the hole." 

"Then find out." 

There was a loud click. 

A quarter of an hour later, two men in overalls walked up to 
the spot, and started removing the dirt again. They worked slow¬ 
ly. They were searching. Eventually one of the workmen came up 
with a crumpled piece of paper. It was taken immediately to The 
Green Dome. 

On the piece of paper were the words - "I'm trying out an 
express postal system." 


A BOY AND HIS DOG? 

Rover, the perfect watchdog is 
a mechanical device; there was never 
any indication that it was "alive". 

The only time that it's called "Rover" 
is in SM. It is the "monster"of the 
show. Although it doesn't have big . 
bug eyes or a suction-cup complextion, 

Rover strikes fear in the hearts of all. 

I think the fact that it smothers 
potential escapees is related to 
McGoohan's bout with bronchial asthma. 

I doubt he gave it a second thought, 
but surely one of the most frightening 
things in his life is the idea of 
being smothered to death. 

In my (humble) opinion, Rover 
is the cleverest ploy ever used in 
film, mainly by virtue of its 
simplicity and therefore its unique¬ 
ness. The latest filmmakers can't use 
enough blaring (and I might add BORING) special effects. McGoohan 
took a weather balloon and a lava lamp and created a mechanical 
nightmare. 

My own speculation about Rover is that it would need a 
moderate climate to be operative and that it would freeze if 
subjected to cold. (Sound familiar?) This would be another reason 
for placing The Village in a moderate climate. BH 

THE VIRIDIAN VERDICT 

And why the number "Six"? Well, Bond is "007" and Patrick 
McGoohan is "one up" on Bond. He always was. It's a spy parody. 

* 




x 


DODGING THE QUESTIONS 


Two editors brashly decided 
(Albeit they might be derided; 

To consult, come what may, 

With that rake, Dr. A., 

And here's what that foray provided.(DF) 



It was with unrestrained glee that we read "Hitch Your Wagon 
to a Rock," (TV Guide, August 31 , 1968) by Isaac Asimov. All 
that then remained was to mine the wealth of this lode by ob¬ 
taining an interview with the author. 


DFP: Did you enjoy The Prisoner as a TV series? 


Dr.As. Oh, yes. 

DFPs In general, did you think that it was more along the lines 

of pure fantasy, science-fiction/fantasy, or simply a sort 
of "television experience?" 

Dr.As Well, I suppose I would include it as science-fiction. 

Perhaps only marginally, but it did have science-fiction 
gimmickry and there was enough non-realism in it to make 
me willing to classify it as science-fiction. And it was 
sufficiently good that I would not feel ashamed to classify 
it as science-fiction. 

DFPs That's reassuring. When you say non-realism (as opposed to 

sheer gimmickry), what kind of non-realism would differentiate 
fantasy from science-fiction? 

Dr.A: Well, when I say "non-realism," I mean that one does not 

necessarily have only the present level of technology. You 

assume advanced devices that we don't happen to have now. 

# 

DFPs For example, some of the surveillance devices, or Rover, or 

possibly some of the medical techniques they ostensibly used? 

Dr.A: That’s right. These are not fantasies in the sense they 

couldn't possibly be true* they have a science-fiction 
complexion in that they are plausible. They might someday 
be true through extrapolation from the present and so on. 

DFP: Okay. Our feeling from the series is that Patrick McGoohan 

is essentially anti-technology in that he seems to have a 
very paranoid attitude about technology in general, sur¬ 
veillance, computers, and the direction technology seems 
to be taking society in. Do you think technology is over¬ 
taking civilisation in that sense, or do you feel (as 
I think you're probably a technocrat) that simply some people 
don't cope with it as well as others? 
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Dr.A: People have never always been able to cope with change. 

Change is always in the direction of greater technological 
complexity, and it will continue being so as long as civil¬ 
isation endures. If civilisation crumbles, technology 
will finally recede, or (the other way around) if tech¬ 
nology should, for any reason, recede, civilisation will 

crumble; so we can’t say technology overtakes civilisation. 
The two are identical. 

DFPs In other words, technology is more precisely defined as 

a manifestation of civilisation at its current level. 

Dr.A: And civilisation cannot advance without technology. 

DFP: Do you think that technology can overtake the individual? 

Dr.As In order to avoid technology's swallowing the individual, 

it is necessary to unwind society. Not everyone is capable 
of dealing with the application(s) of technology. A signifi¬ 
cant percentage of the population must reject the speed of 
advance in order for the trend to be reversed. 

DFPi Where is the break-even point? How large a percentage must 

desire this for society as a whole to change? 

Dr.As If only we knew that... 

DFPs What would be needed is a group of individuals (Dr. A. nodded), 

aren't their attitudes and the method they would have to 
use mutually exclusive? 

Dr.As The approach must be non-regimental. 

Earlier during Non-Con, at a question-and-answer session, Asimov 
had related a story concerning the naming of one of his most 
popular characters < and his own favorite) Susan Calvin. Dr. Calvin 
is the pivotal figure of the “I, Robot" series of stories. Read 
'em, folks, they're good!) This story so suits The Green Dome's 
editorial philosophy that we felt we must pursue the matter in 
our interview. The lady in question was named after a favorite 
college professor of Asimov's, a Mary Caldwell of Columbia Uni¬ 
versity. As a last-minute pre-caution against inadvertantly 
offending the dear lady, Asimov called up the publisher's 
secretary and asked her to change the manuscript. She (sensibly) 
balked at the magnitude of this chore, and Asimov made the 
simplest change he could think of: Caldwell to Calvin. 

Asimov goes on to say: 

M Do you know, there are very learned articles that deal with 
my Robot stories that prove beyond a shadow of a doubt that I 
named her after John Calvin, the religious reformer? And they 
point out the similarities, the Calvinist philosophy of Susan 
Calvin. And this is exactly what I'm getting at in my shrewd, 

deep way. This is why I don't trust (well, don't tell the 
critics) scholarly analysis of literature, because I think 

that they find in the stories things that the author(s) never 
dreamed of.” 
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I followed up on this with a question to the doctor on 
the more ridiculous aspects of over-interpretation. While he 
agreed that such documented cases were amusing, he went on to 
note that "you bring yourself to whatever you write.” So, 
unconsciously, you use certain patterns in what you produce; 
while the interpretation may revolve around something you 
had not intended, there is always the possibility that it is 
nonetheless accurate. JUUL 


PATRICK MCG0DHAN AND THE VISUAL PUN 


* * 


or..."I'm a Ham, Not a Bore" 


% 




PATRICK 

McGOOHAN 

So debonair, 
so dangerous. 


Were you aware that McGoohan is a hopeless 
paranomaniac? Yes folks, it's true. McGoohan is 
one of the many of us who can never pass up a 
bad pun. Can this lost soul be helped? Well, no 
but we can offer him solace by saying "Uncle Patrick, we under¬ 
stand and not only did we understand, we actually laughed at your 
horrible jokes ." 

At the close of the "Secret Agent" episode "The Outcast", 

Drake shuts his suitcase. The pun is "the case is closed." You 
see, there's really nothing to wit. 

McGoohan directed and guest-starred in the "Columbo" episode 
"Identity Crisis." While his character, Nelsen Brenner was 
speaking to Philip Columbo, the camera fixed upon a table situated 
in front of the two men which was covered with games. You see, 
Brenner was "a gameplayer." 

Another PUNTEST: A pun I truly treasure involves the scene 
where Brenner gives a little girl a large, toy panda bear and tells 
her "This is Archibald..." Archibald Schwartz is, of course, one 
of McGoohan's pen names (pet name?). I won't give away the real 
gem here but I can say that we'd already figured that McGoohan was 
a teddy bear at heart. Just grin and bear it folks; this can 
become almost grizzly. 

In his recent film, "Escape from Alcatraz", during his initial 
scene with Clint Eastwood, you will notice that The Warden is 
teasing "a bird in a gilded cage." Later on in the film he is 
feeding "fish in a bowl." (God love him'. He hasn't changed a bit'.) 
This little touch also serves to add an extra bit of eee-vil to 
The Warden character: Strange-tall-man-at-end-of-1ong-dark-hall- 
like-keep-lit tie -animals -in-lit tie-prisons . (Don't give away your 

parakeet. This just works on film.) 

Everytime McGoohan says that the penny-farthing symbolises 
"Progress", I cringe. "Wheels of...?" (Whimper.) 

As far as our TGWD Puntest goes: One reader suggested that 
it was related to the toy clown and the line, "Good night children, 
everywhere." No, but it could be said that McGoohan was "clowning 
around." The pun we're after is within the fantasy, has 7 
syllables and you'll just go to pieces when you get it! (Jung hasn't 
got anything over on McGoohan!) 

Here's a thought: Keep an eye out for the visual cliche. 

All of this should lead you to the inevitable conclusion, 
Watson, regarding the identity of the physical Number One. But 

again, dear reader, Diana and I have decided to leave still another 
mystery for you to unravel. 

How much more appropriate the phrase "UNCLE, Patrick!" as 
a heartfelt cry of surrender! 

My conclusion: Blarney should be seen and not heard.--First 
Principle of McGoohanism.|BH 
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SECRET 

AGENT 


It's Friday night in the 
city. The work week is 
over and it's time to get 
down and BOOGIE!!! 

Disco is everywhere - 
"those drums, those damn 
drums!" But not everyone 
is slipping into a sequinned 
second skin. Some simple 
souls seek sanctuary in 
Secret Agent. 


The natives are restless tonight! 


THE GALLOPING MAJOR 




Writers David Stone 
Prime Ministers William Marshall 
Pierre LaSalles A. Diamond 
Col. Nybotos Errol John 


Directors Peter Maxwell 
Dr. Manudus Edric Connor 
Kasuwaris Earl Cameron 
Mme. LaSalle s ??? 


Mrs. Manningham: ??? 

Teasers Flash! A newspaper headline, "Attempt to Kill African 
Premier." A jet lands at an anonymous airport. Drake enters 
a tropical bar, with a large, lazy ceiling fan. A television can 
be seen showing a speech by the Prime Minister concerning the 
up-coming election. (It's Dr. Daystrom!) Drake asks the bar¬ 
tender for change for the 'phone, and presents part of a playing 
card. The bartender goes to the cash register and rings up the 
matching piece. Drake says he's phoning for hotel accommodations 
and does the bartender know a good hotel? He does indeed - the 
Shikura Palace, and he makes a note for Drake - "Room 302 - the 
television studio." 


Episode; Drake arrives at the TV station} the Prime Minister is 
still speaking. In Room 302, he, Drake, meets Kasuwari, the head 
of security whose cover is News Editor, and establishes his own 
cover as Maj. Sullivan. "Of course," Kasuwari assures him, "you 
can rely on me to preserve your cover, as an officer and a gentle¬ 
man." The Prime Minister, still talking, has given Drake a free 
hand. Kasuwari personally feels Drake's presence is unnecessary. 
Drake paraphrases, "Ours but to do or die, Mr. Kasuwari." 

In any event, the erstwhile assasin has conveniently escaped. 
The Prime Minister (still talking) whose paranoia has been re¬ 
inforced, believes Dr. Manudu, the leader of the opposition will 
attempt to overthrow the government. The election is only two 
days away and the candidates shape up thusly; the Prime Minister 
(Cambridge) believes in austerity, "factories, not bread and 
circuses," Dr. Manudu (Oxford) is more inclined to a populist 
platforms a car and a TV set for everyone. As Drake dryly ob¬ 
serves, with such a "vote-catching program, it would seem he has 
a good chance of being legally elected." It's unlikely he would 
turn to violence. Kasuwari counters that the Prime Minister 
(still, yawn, talking) does not share this attitude. 
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"Hello, the Prime Ministers finished." Indeed, the speech 
has ended and the Prime Minister makes his way to his dressing 
room. We know it f s his dressing room because there's a star on 
the door. Drake is ushered in through a side door. The Prime 
Minister, changing after his marathon under those hot lights, 
greets Drake in his capacity as British observer, supplied at 
the P.M.'s request. The P.M. has heard good things about Drake 
and he adds, "how shall I put it, your ability to prevent trouble?" 
"I often think that my ability to get into trouble is a better 
way of putting it," Drake replies. 

Ignoring this, the P.M. declares his belief in the threat 
posed by Manudu. Drake is dubious. The P.M. insists that, in 
spite of lip service to the existing democracy, Manudu, if given 
power, would never relinquish it. Drake is beginning to agree 
with Kasuwari, and tells the P.M. his own people can surely 
handle this matter. The P.M. re-asserts his desire to have a 
British observer during this critical time. He then takes his 
leave, "the burden of office, you know." 

Drake returns to Kasuwari's office and gets down to work. 

"Dr. Manudu, where does he keep his court?" At the end of 
Union Street. Drake takes a room in Mrs. Manningham's Boarding 
House so much for glamour) right across the street from the 
good doctor. Dressing to suit his cover, he is next seen as 
the dapper Maj. Sullivan in regulation bush kit, conversing with 
his landlady. She offers him sherry 'before lunch!) and he oblig¬ 
ingly accepts. Regretably, she is out of sherry, will gin do? 
Equally regretable is the lack of ice. "The refrigerator's gone 
wrong again. Africa, you understand." She tenders the Major his 
drink, the small one, and he asks, "I wonder.if I might have 
something in it." She is aghast, but obliges with a dollop of 
tonic. 

"Oh, I do hope that's not too much." She floats in the dir¬ 
ection of the terrace where she and the late lamented Henry used 
to sit before luncheon. 

"As a matter of fact, l must be cutting along, Mrs. Manningham. 
I'm rather late." 

"Oh, it's so nice to see a uniform in the house again. My 

late husband looked so splendid in his regimentals. How he would 
have hated-this country today. Africans everywhere." 

"They were here first," ventures the Major. She is undaunted, 
continuing to say that "we brought them civilisation and now they 
turn round and bite the hand that fed them." The Major suggests 
she'd be happier at home. 

"This is my home, Maj. Sullivan." 

Again, Drake tries to escape, but Mrs. Manningham persists, 
declaring her anxiety at the up-coming elections. Drake is sur¬ 
prised and she points out that Dr. Manudu lives right opposite. 

"I never feel at ease living near Socialists." 

"But he's not a Socialist, is he," Drake counters. "He's 
just the leader of the opposition." 

"Henry always said that was the same thing." 

Exasperated, the Major retreats. He then makes his first 
visit to Gen. Power and is greeted as Drake, oops, Sullivan. 

"Tell me," ; he wearily asks, "how many people are aware of 
the secret of my identity?" 

Gen. Power reassures him that only he knows who Maj. Sulllivan 
really is. Otherwise, he has been assigned to scout a joint-ser¬ 
vices training area in the bush. On the lighter side, the General 
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invites Drake/Sullivan to a party being given by Pierre LaSalle, 
the Belgian financier and mining magnate, still in residence in 
spite of the arrival of independence. The General muses that 
they all stayed on. 

“After all, what would I do in England? Live on a ' 
colonel*s pension and lose money chicken farming?" 

Drake sounds out the General on the likelihood of Manudu's 
succesfully overthrowing the government. Gen. Power vetoes this, 
declaring that no armed force is available, to Manudu, the only 
force being under the General*s command. 

“I'm sorry to sound Blimpish about this, but they really 
are a fine body of men." 

Enter Julius Nyboto (Sandhurst), Colonel and the General's 
Adjutant. After a bit of fencing, during which Drake foils all 
attempts to penetrate his cover, they adjourn until that evening 
at the LaSalle's party (what drudgery!). 

LaSalle greets the Major warmly (Africa, you understand) and 
they fence a bit over local politics and power in general. Then 
LaSalle introduces Sullivan to his beautiful English wife, who 
shows an unusual interest in the Major. She speculates on whether 
his presence in Africa is political or military. 

“Military," quoth Sullivan, "I'm just a simple soldier." 

Mme. LaSalle is simply bored. She bemoans her isolation, even 
from her husband's business affairs. He's always sending her to 
the movies. She does yield one tid-bit: Pierre LaSalle could not 
locate "Ma j. Sullivan" on the Army List (gasp). 

The next morning, as he's on his way out, Sullivan runs into 
Mme. LaSalle. “Why, Major," she volunteers, "please don't think 

I'm pursuing you." She's calling on Mrs. Manningham. They all 
chat briefly and Nyboto comes out of Manudu*s house. He offers 
to introduce the Major to the Doctor. They go on in to Manudu's 
study and Manudu declares that the Prime Minister, in spite of 
lip service to the existing democracy, if threatened with a loss 
of power, would never relinquish it. The Colonel and the Major 
depart. 

Drake meets with Kasuwari, who tells him that Nyboto appears 
to be playing both ends against the middle. Drake wants to get 
a look at his "fine body of men," out in the bush. Kasuwari 
points out that Nyboto does not care for uninvited visitors. 

So Drake invents a tennis game. 

The next day, Sullivan is driving through the bush and 
is intercepted and taken to field headquarters. And who should 
he meet but Nyboto, who is not amused. Why is the Major not 
playing tennis? Alas, he has been stood up, and impulsively has 
decided to take this little trip. Nyboto warns the Major not to 
be so flighty, but avails himself of the opportunity to show off 
his men. After a suitable demonstration of force, Drake attempts 
to penetrate Nyboto*& carefully constructed military reserve, 

finding only that the Colonel's force is just in existence to 
uphold the constitution. 

Back in town, the Major shoots a bit of billiards with 

M. LaSalle, who opens, “you know, you made quite an impression 
on my wife." . . 

__ i * - * * ’ i 

"I seem to have made an impression on a lot of people since 
I arrived here." 

“A tribute to your character, Major. ’* LaSalle's network has 
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kept him up to date on Drake's movements. In fact, Drake, making 
no headway, is perplexed by the power still wielded by LaSalle, in 
spite of independence. LaSalle takes pleasure in constantly being 
ahead o: the Major, asking if there is anything he'd like to know. 

"Yes, who&e side you're on." 

"Oh," cooes LaSalle, "that Anglo-Saxon directness. It puts 
us wily continentals to shame." Drake offers to put it more deviousl 
LaSalle allows as he prefers Manudu to the Prime Minister. Quitting 
while he's ahead, Sullivan takes his leave. As he departs, 

LaSalle observes, "the Galloping Major, always on the move." 

Drake returns to his quarters only to be set upon by a silent 
thug. Just as the altercation ends, Drake hears Mrs. Manningham 
drifting toward the terrace. He rights a wicker chair and assumes 
an air of studied casualness. She greets the Major and wonders 
vaguely what was that noise? Drake suggests it was the crickets. 

"Oh, yes. They are noisy little brutes, aren't they?" 

Drake ducks inside and up to his room, where he is greeted 
by Mme. LaSalle, who wants him to take her to a movie. He declines 
and Mme. LaSalle, after a few preliminary sallies, states that 
she feels Pierre is in league with Manudu. Wistfully, she hints 
at the movie, but he gently throws her out. 

Later that night, Drake seeks out Gen. Power at the Officer's 
Club. Nyboto and Manudu seem quite chummy. 

"Good Lord, yes. Well, they're both from the same tribe. 

You know, it's worse than Burke's Landed Gentry when they get 
going on tribe over here." 


Drake arrives 


ventures to suggest that 
to take Drake's advice about 



The General sees no cause for alarm. Drake wants to know 
if Manudu wanted Nyboto's regiment, could he get it? Gen. Power 

doesn't think this likely, anyway," there are three regiments in 
town, too, and they're all loyal. Drake sees that the General 
is impervious to any suggestion of a threat, but before he can 
go on, he is called away by a note from Kasuwari. 
in time to find Kasuwari’s corpse. 

The Prime Minister, who expresses exactly the right level 
. of regret at the loss of Kasuwari, 

Manudu is responsible, but refuses 
his own security. He dismisses Drake with "take care of your- 

, we don't want you following in the footsteps of Kasuwari. 
Drake calls on Manudu and finds him practicing his victory 
speech. He tells Manudu of Kasuwari*s murder. Manudu does not 
seem as moved as the P.M. and is more interested in Sullivan's 
curiosity about a potential plot. Manudu reveals his acceptance 
of the concept of a coup. "You're an Irishman, Maj, Sullivan. 

I'm sure you'd sympathize with that view." Drake dismisses this 
as a weak argument, as Manudu's party is not outlawed, simply 
out of power. The discussion escalates and Nyboto arrives in 
time to prevent Manudu from spilling the beans. Drake leaves 
with "no more maneuvers, Col.?“ 

Drake drives out into the bush again to check on Nyboto's 
regiment. Stopping for petrol, he learns from the proprietor 
that troops have been moving toward the capital all night. Drake 
continues to field headquarters. He is flagged down and cannot 
go any farther (in spite of authorisation signed by Gen. Power) 
as he has no pass from Nyboto. The guards escort him to a farm 
where he is placed under arrest by Nyboto. Pacing about his 
makeshift cell, he sends his guard for his cigarettes. While 
the guard is gone, Drake turns up some floorboards. The guard 
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returns, and, seeing an empty cell, enters. Drake drops from 
the rafters, overpowers the hapless guard and escapes. 

Nyboto and LaSalle, at Manudu's house, try to allay Manudu's 
remorse at turning to violence. Drake arrives with General Power 
and arrests the three of them. 

Later, Mme. LaSalle comes to Mrs. Manningham's looking for 
Sullivan, who's just about to leave for London. She wants to 
know why Pierre is in jail, he tells her of the plot. She abso¬ 
lutely refutes this by telling Sullivan that the P.M. and Nyboto 
were with her husband only last night. 

Drake, on the pretext of checking the fate of Manudu, asks 
the P.M. about his last contact with Nyboto and LaSalle. He gets 
a vague answer about last week. Later, speaking to Gen. Power, 
Drake finds that the P.M. has transferred LaSalle and Nyboto to 
the civilian police, but not so Manudu. Visiting Manudu in his 
cell and feigning greed, Drake offers to free Manudu in return 
for consideration (and future draft choices). Manudu adamantly 
refuses. Reassured of Manudu's integrity, Drake reveals his real 
plan. - 

The P.M. is going to make a speech on TV about the "coup." 
LaSalle, Nyboto and the P.M. are all sharing a toast when they 
hear Maj. Sullivan's melifluous tones, "The nuisance of the 
tropics is/the sheer necessity of fizz." In strolls Drake. 

The triumvirate cajole him, pointing out that he looks the hero 
of the piece. He indicates that he will not upset the apple¬ 
cart if he can be one of the boys. He suggests the P.M. get 
started for the TV station. The P.M. is non-plussed. 

"I wouldn't miss it for anything," purrs Drake. "It's such 
a pleasure working with professionals." 

Waiting in the P.M.'s dressing room, they see the broadcast 
beginning. There are guards barring the P.M.'s way, and Manudu 
comes on the screen. He tells the audience that he uncovered 
a plot by Nyboto and that he and the P.M. foiled it. Drake • 
cues the P.M. and the guards allow him to pass. Joining 
Manudu on screen, the P.M. declares their mutual admiration 
and implores the people to get out and vote. As Drake 
is leaving, he hears a technician sing the praises of 
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TELEVISION AND ITS DISCONTENTS 




By James Wolcott 


The Village Voice • November 26, 1979 


Shading herself from the African sun, a 
floozy-haired old colonialist sips from a 
champagne glass and complains, I never 
feel at ease living near socialists,” In this 
unnamed African state, socialists thunder 
about in the bush, threatening to smash 
parliamentary rule and toss old colonial¬ 
ists to the crocs. Dispatched from London 
is the only man who can swank about in a 
bushjacket and ascot without making the 
natives double over in derisive laughter— 
secret agent -John Drake (Patrick 
McGoohan). Nothing fazes J.D., nothing. 
Posing as an army officer, he shoots pool, 
sniffs out rumors, roars across veldts in a 
jeep, dodges club-wielding assassins, and 
not once is the Brylcreem sheen driven 
from his hair. When a woman with languid 
Anne Bancroft eyes saunters up to Drake 
at a party and purrs, How wonderful to 
meet a fellow countryman, he cuttingly 
replies, “Well, I’m not really—I’m Irish.” 

Even so, he brings honor to crown and 
sceptre by foiling a plot to rig a forth¬ 
coming election—a plot concocted not by 
the socialist opposition but by the power- 
mad prime minister played by William 
Marshall (who later stalked the streets of 
L.A. in Hlacula). Mission accomplished, 
Drake rubs Brylcreem into his palms and 
buffs his hair until it looks as if silver 
thunderbolts are rippling above his ears, 
t’s easy being a god, once you've got the 
knack. 

A ; V-cult classic, Secret Agent has 
slipped out of the vault and made an 
unannounced return to the local airwaves 
—Friday nights on Channel 4 following 
Midnight Special . Created by Ralph 
Smart, Secret Agent first app^red on 
American television in 1965, at the dizzy 
crest of the James Bond craze. As David 
Cannadine points out in the September 
Encounter , 1965 was annus nxirabilis for 


007, with no fewer than 29 Million books 
sold. But by the mid ’60s even the ultra- 
chauvinistic 007 had to acknowledge that 
Britain was sliding from royal greatness 
into a moribund Welfare State funk; that 
the country was now at the fringe of the 
superpower struggle. Some of this fatigue 
and disillusionment seeps through the 
cracks of Secret Agent and, unlike Bond, 
its irish hero can’t retreat into a cozy 
nostalgia for lance-toting knights, 
Shakespearean kings, naval exploits, 
cricket, ’rapped in the unheroic present, 
Drake is always on the move, jetting from 
Paris to Stockholm to Berwick-on-Tweed. 
Since the series itself never leaves the 
confines of the MGM studios at Boreham 
Wood, the backdrops are kept suggestively 
dark, so that we’ll think all of Paris is 
teeming somewhere in the shadows. Simi¬ 
larly, the black-and-white photography 
gives the show an edgy, economical pros¬ 
iness (as compared, say, to the triangles 
and trapezoids of light that poetically 
slash the screen in film rmr). The casts are 
small—the camera* never pans across 
herds of stampeding extras—and there are 
seldom expensive climaxes featuring ex¬ 
ploding cars and sheared-off telephone 
poles. 

Yet Secret Agent doesn’t look B-movie 
cheap or tawdry; it’s coolly, slicingly ab¬ 
stract—courage and elegance expressed in 
a few silvery strokes. In Patrick 
McGoohan, the series has a star who’s a 
master of telegraphic understatement: he 
signals “irony” by twitching his right eye, 
“anger” by slurring otherwise crisp vow¬ 
els, “bored indifference” by pressing a 
single finger against a door frame and 
gently, gently pushing forward. Unlike 
American actors in adventure series, 

* McGoohan doesn’t submerge himself in 




the stormy depths. David Janssen, for 
example, winces and mumbles, dredging 
up syllables from pools of 90-proof misery; 
Robert Blake and Robert Conrad, with 
cigarette packs rolled up in their^shirt 
sleeves, hammer at their lines like bad 
imitations of John Garfield. Only Robert 
Wagner (It Takes a Thief, Hart to Hart) 
tries to bring a rakish glamour to his roles, 
and he’s dull as gravel. McGoohan stays 
on the surface, but he moves with speed 
and unstressful ease—he’s a great shallow 
actor. With its twisting plots, snippy 
dialogue, and ace-up-the-sleeve per¬ 
formances, Secret Agent is so self-know- 
ingly artificial that it teeters at the edge of 
camp . . . teeters, but doesn’t fall. It’s the 
witty streamlined sophistication of Secret 
Agent that has kept it from dating, even 
after nearly 15 years, and it’s a pleasure to 
have it back. But can’t Channel 4 slot the 
show at a saner time? Insomniacs like me 
feel at home in the witching hours, but 
there are those who (shuddering thought) 
leap from the sheets at the first hint of 
sunlight, and they ought to have an op¬ 
portunity to get their own Secret Agent 
fix. Even early-risers need a dash of art 
now and then. 
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Is n»to number 

George Markstein. story 
editor of The Prisoner, sat in 
the lobby of the Algonquin 
Hotel and mused over the 
seemingly endless appeal of 
the series which first ap¬ 
peared on American televi¬ 
sion ten years ago It won t 
laydown and die!' he said. 

"It s haunted me here in the 
States. I switch on the tele¬ 
vision and theres the damned 
Prisoner.' 1 

The Prisoner ends its cur¬ 
rent run on TH!R r EEN 
Monday, May 22 at 8 pm. 
leaving in its wake an entirely 
new set of fans to argue about 
its plots, symbols, and mean¬ 
ings. Still, Markstein finds 
the popularity somewhat 
puzzling in 1978. 

"It was terribly original at 
the time, but now I find it very 
old-fashioned .. What is 
worrying is that we now' 
accept things that once sent 
shivers up and down our . 
spines on The Prisoner .: 
Closed circuit surveillance is 
accepted. So is having a 
number—everytime you want 
to buy something you have 
to ask a computer if it s okay 


Terribly old hat" 

The concept for The 
Prisoner came as a sort of. 
combination of hang-ups of 
mine!' Markstein said.Tve 
always been interested in 
the fact that all people are 
prisoners. Some prisons are 
prettier than others—a movie 
star is the prisoner of his 
face, for example. 

I also wondered what 
happens to a secret agent 
who is in possession of sensi¬ 
tive knowledge and wants 
to retire. Everyone thinks 
theres an ulterior motive— 
you're writing a hot memoir 
or selling out to the other 
side. If he wants to auit. 
certain things may happen. 

He may go into limbo!’ 

Markstein wrote the first 
episode of the series, and 
supervised the scripting of 
the next twelve. He describes 



his role as spending ten 
hours on the concept of the 
series with a writer and then 
ten minutes on his script 
Each one was a twist on a 
classic suspense theme 
adapted to The Prisoner s 
special type of Alice in 
Wonderland nastiness!* 

As for the idyllic but men¬ 
acing Village, it really exists. 
We saw a feature article on 
Portmeirion. Wales, in a 
magazine!' Markstein ex- 
piained.'The architecture is 
completely crazy—from 
Renaissance Italy to Baroque 
to Eastern—a mad, confused 
hodge-podge. It was ideal 
for a disorientation operation 
like The Village 

That sleepy Welsh night¬ 
mare didn't know what had 
hit it!' Markstein said of The 
Prisoner production.crew s 
arrival, but they're still living 
off it! 

The Prisoner is a mixture 
of fantasy prophecy, hard 
fact, sheer horror, and wry 
comment! Markstein said. 

But don’t ask him about those 
last elusive, ambiguous 
episodes. Markstein had left 
the senes by then, and he's 
just as baffled as you are. 


SUPPORT YOUR LOCAL PBS STATION 

"George Markstein is Not a Number" was written by Michael 
Winship, Associate Producer/Thirteen. Reprinted with permission 
of WNET/Thirteen. 

Basic membership to WNET/13 is only $25-00 and you receive 
12 issues of THIRTEEN, their members guide. Send check or M.O. 
to WNET/THIRTEEN , 356 West 58th Street, New York, NY 10019. When 
"The Prisoner" began its last run here, June 17, 1979. it was 
announced as "back by popular demand." We urge all of you to 
continue to write to and support these stations. 

KQED/ San Francisco began their third run January 17,1980. 
McGoohan was the cover feature of the January issue of their 
magazine "Focus." Rap sessions were held after each episode. 
Write to 500 8th Street, San Francisco, CA 9^103 for membership 
information. 

If you know of any PBS station that is running of has run 
"The Prisoner" let us know. If your local station has failed to 
pick it up also let us know. There must be something we can do. 



Karen Esibill "found her own 

answers" to Q for S-~The Open¬ 
ing Sequence: 

3) The car he drives is 
borrowed. 

4) Since McGoohan himself is one 
big "moving violation", he 
doesn't need "diplomatic 
immunity." Would you want to 
be the uniformed instrument of 

. authority that tried to ticket 
him? Anyway, he was only 
"rebellin' m'Lord 

7) You're right. George 
Markstein does look like John 
Steed when he's behind a desk. 

8) Do not upset yourself over 
the breaking of the teacup; it 
could have been a glass of 
Scotch'. 

9) The envelope is clearly marked 
with McGoohan's most classic 
line to reporters:- "Mind your 
own business i" 

QUESTIONS FOR STUDY : ARRIVAL 

1) Consider the doors marked 
"Way Out." Might they mean 

a) what they say? 

b) we're on our way? 

c) "Abandon all hope, ye 
who enter here"? 

2) The first time The Prisoner 
awakes in The Village, he 
raises the blind and is 
startled by 

a) the camera. 

b) the audience. 

c) the title. 

3) Put the following in the 
correct order: 

a Blitzen, Comet, Cupid, 
Dancer, Dasher, Donner, 
Prancer, Vixen. 

b) Bashful, Doc, Dopey, 
Grumpy, Happy, Sleepy, 

Sneezy. 

c) Briefed, Debriefed, Filed, 
Stamped. 



rtcetsurpjr wen t&eat 


Indexed, Numbered, Pushed, 



4) Is Rover's first appearance a fountain pun or a bail-point? 

5) Is the Aptitude Test a t'inker toy? 
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6) The music from the speaker is 

a) a bland, semi-classical, soporific melody. 

b) easy-listening. 

c) muzak. 

The Hospital (7,8,9) 

7) Can you unravel this yarn? The old woman is crocheting. 

Does this imply that she is crochety or just off her rocker? 

8) The Dr. wants "just a check-up." Does The Prisoner want just 
to check out? 

9) Was The Prisoner given the slippers? 

10) When The Prisoner is handed the electropass, is he being 
watched? 

11) Was The Prisoner caught in a Cobb webb? 

12) One of the theories surrounding the series is that The 
Prisoner's experience is an insane spy's hallucinations. Is this 
the implication of Cobb's statement, "You'll find him a tough 
nut to crack."? 

Foul-Up Activities for extra credit. 

1) How many Angelos can dance on the head of a pin? 

2) Consider the significance of the theme of hairlessness. Where 
is its root? 

3) Compareandcontrast loss of hair with loss of freedom. Does 
this reflect The Prisoner's fear of a receding hairline? fear 
of losing his cover? Will we ever re-cover? 

4) Who is the first bald man to appear? 

5) Examine this theme in relation to a N < Yul Brynner b) Samson 
c) Kojak d) The Beatles. 

6) Would it not be more in keeping with Jungian philosophy to 
consider Rover an arche-bail?JUUL 


Review 



RUMPOLE 


Now for the wonderful: keep your 
eyes peeled for "Rumpole of the 
Bailey/' four stones revolving around 
a priceiessly eccentric banister. Leo 
McKern, who looks like a British W.C. 
Fields, is the rumpled Rumpole, a 
slightly shabby, cagey old courtroom 
ham who quotes verse and rumbles 
aphorisms like “an Englishman's gin 
I bottle is his castle." Rumpole is de¬ 
ceptively comical in his mannerisms: in 
court he is a fox. When a bumptious 
young lady lawyer takes the opposing J 
side in one of his cases, he has a | 
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fatherly talk with her, telling her to 
quote the law at great length to impress 
the judge. Rumpole happens to know 
that the judge is bored stiff by the law, 
and he walks away with the case. 
Rumpole trumpets, "Lawyers and tarts, 
the two oldest professions in the world, 
and we always aim to please." 

In “Rumpole and the Married Lady," 
the great barrister takes on the divorce 
case of a couple who for three years 
have lived together in bitter silence, 
communicating only by notes. He 
patches up the marriage, losing a nice 
fee, and potters off to the next case 
in a cloud of philosophical oratory, to 
the great annoyance of his bossy, cozy 
little wife (Peggy Thorpe-Bates). Mc¬ 
Kern is superb as the great man, and 
I hope there are more Rumpole epi¬ 
sodes somewhere. If there are, let’s 
get them over here, and hang the 
balance-of-payments. @ 










We Irish should stick together*.. 

Drake - The Mirrow is New 


IMPORTANT: Once Upon a Time subscription rate is now-L3-00 

issues are now available for $1.00 (50 pence). 


Sample 


It 


The 

is 


Tally Ho is 
the magazine 


published quarterly 
for the Prisoner fan 


by The Prisoner Foundation 
who likes the mystery in 
on the many aspects of 



the show. Each issue contains articles 
the series and is crammed full of photos, ads for novelty items, 
booklets, cassette tapes of the episodes, special bonuses, contests 
puzzles and stories. Yearly subscription is $6.00 
your own risk) or check to Glenn Magee , 800 Kings 
Virginia Beach, VA 23452. Planned for mid-1980: 

Technical JVLanual' JfkJftJfk 


Cash (at 
Lake Court, 
The Villi I 



WIDE OPEN SPACES FANDOM 
COLORING BOOK 

Including samples of 
fine work from all your 
popular *zine universes: 
Prisoner, Star Trek, Star 
Wars, Western, fantasy etc. 
Limited run. A real 
collectors item. Send $4.00 
to Wide Open Spaces, c/o 
Leah Rosenthal, 925 East 14th 
Street, Apartment 7K, Brooklyn, 
NY 11230 or SASE for info. 

(If you are a Western fan 
then Leah is the person to be 
in contact with'.) JjUjWjfc 



RUNNING NECK AND NECK? 




Color by Number? 


6) I'd like to mind my 

own business. 

2) So do we. FFA Jfk 


2) Very good technique. 

Where did you get 
him? 

Sup.) Civil Service. He 

adapted immediately 


FFA* 




* « 
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THE IRISH ROVERS : 


6) Where'd you get this bunch of tailor's 
dummies?..This farce, this twentieth 
century Bastille that pretends to be 
a pocket democracy! Why don't you 
put us all into solitary confine¬ 
ment 'til you get what you're 
after and have done with it?.. 

Look at them. Brainwashed imbe¬ 
ciles! Can you laugh? Can you 
cry? Can you think?..In your 
head must still be the remnant 
of a brain. In your hearts must 
still be the desire to be a 
human being again. FFA 



6) Although you've only been here 
a short time, my dear, there's 
only one thing to be learned, and 
it can be learned very quickly: 
“obey the rules and we will take 
good care of you." FFAA 


6) Spying on me, aren't you? FFAJJ^ 


58) Will you never learn? This is only the beginning. 
We have many ways and means, but we do not wish 



to damage you permanently. Are you ready to talk? 

FFA 


It's not: “Oo-la-la, Sasoon, 


Unknown Pictish 


the Fund for 


Widow of 
the 



Artist. 


GIVE 

to 


the 
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